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THE ABSURDITIES OF THE BOYCOTT. 


BEWILDERED LABORER.—“I guess the Labor Union is trying to make a fool of me!” 
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Price Twenty-five Cents. 


Mailed to any address on receipt of price. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


| countless thousands of years before this one, 
/and there will be countless thousands more; 





| yesterday, and his mother began a New Year of | 


1886. | 


All New York is ringing and singing and 
whistling and tooting. Drink your glass to the 
New Year, and shake hands with the man next 
you, and join in the chorus. ‘The whole town 
is in a hubbub. A new year has been born, 
and we should all be glad. ‘There have been 


but lo! this is a new one—let us be glad. A 
new year—a new chance, a new hope, a new 
beginning of things, All before were mistakes, 

or not quite right, at best—not as we would | 
have had them. But this one shall retrieve all. | 
Fill your glass again, for joy of the New Year. | 
Fill again, and sing, for life is to begin again | 
and go smoother. | 


* | 
. * 


And so we mark a division of time; and set 
one space of twelve months apart from the next 
space of twelve months, and are glad to put 
one behind us, and to look forward to the next, 
and to hope great things of it. But who shall 
mark the New Years of our lives? You may 
whistle and sing and blow trumpets and tin 
horns, and the bells may clash and thunder 
over your head; but what have you changed 
with it all? It was the thirty-first day of De- 
cember, and it is the first day of January. For 
how many of you is it the beginning or the end 
of a year? ‘here was a child born day before 





| 


her life when they laid him in her arms, ‘There | 


_ iy a man to be hanged a week from Friday, and 


the year will end for him when that step comes 
to his cell-door that he hears even now in his 
dreams. ‘This man was married in midsummer, 


| and that day was the beginning of all years for | 


| him. 


Ory a little while yet, and we shall , 
have done with you, Old Year. Done with ' 


your joys and your woes, your blessings and | 


your curses, with all you have done and all you 
have left undone. Done, and glad to be done 
with you. You brought us troubles and trials 
and debts and deaths, and all manner of mis- 
haps. Ay, you brought us joys, too; there were 
births and marriages and feasts and merry- 
makings, and bright days and clear skies in 
your budget. But will not another year bring 
as much? Will it not continue what you have 
given, and give us more and newer things to 
make us glad?) And perhaps—who knows ?— 
who shall prophesy of the future ?—this next 
year may not have that sad trick which has 





made us all so tired of you —that weary trick of | 


giving with one hand and taking away with the 


other. 
* 
* * 


So —we will be silent, for the hand of the 
clock is crawling up to the XIL at the top of 
the circle. Open the windows, and let in the 
cool air, Listen —there is a strange silence over 
the city. How many thousands are doing just 
this same thing. Fill your glasses now —there 
is only a minute to wait. Hark! Thirty seconds, 
and you shali hear it. Now, if you have a wish. 
make it. Let your heart speak it in silence. 
Perhaps you would not like your neighbor to 
know what it is. Well, you need not say it 
aloud. Youand your heart and your conscience 
may have it all to themselves, good or bad. 
And will the New Year give it to you? 
knows? They say it will, if you go through 
this ceremony. Ah, what would you not give 
if that were true! It is only a childish super- 
stition—something you do with a smile—a toler- 


Who | 


ant, kindly, weary smile, for you do not want | 


to spoil the game. 
its wish all the same 


bells. 


But your heart is making 
and there go the church- 








‘That man buried the woman of his love | 
when June was green, and there shall no year 
begin or end for him again, on this side of the 
grave. 





Well, let us call it a New Year, and let us 
hope it will be. It is likely to turn out much 
such a twelvemonth as the one before it. Poet, 
Musician and Painter will leave their work un- 
finished; the rich man will go away and leave 
his gold behind him; kings will fall; priests will 
go to face the great problem; new men will rise, 
new ideas and new ways will come to change 
us and our lives; brave hearts will struggle on, 
and faint ones will fail and die; life will be 
pretty much the old conflict of chance and 
purpose, and if we are here three hundred and 
sixty-five days from now, we shall be making 


| merry again for ’87’s sake, even as we do now 


for the sake of ’86, and promising ourselves a 
Happy New Year. And that’s Puck’s New 
Year’s sermon, 


PuCK’s ANNUAL ts out 
For 1886, 
All kinds of gentle fun 
Between its covers mix. 
No chestnut over-tipe 
Upon tts pages blooms; 
No ancient jokes appear, 
Pulled out of musty tombs, 
The sketch.s are as fresh 
As butter on a farm; 
The pictures, one and ali, 
Suggest the rose’s charm, 
From Maine to Oregon, 
And down to Mexico, 
The people with their cash 
For this new volume go, 
Of reprint not a line 
In all the book appears; 
It’s ail original, 
And will laugh your soul to tears. 
Price, twenty-five cents. 
Which is also the price of PicKINGS FROM PUCK (Kirst 


and Second Crops). Of all respectable newsdealers. 





IN THE ADMINISTRATION BOAT. 
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Dewocksvric PoLiticiAn.—“T'm tired of pulling. 
CLEVELAND.—‘* No, sir. If we are to be in the 
on any of these rocks.” 








Tet’s change places.” 
same boat, I guess I'll steer, and then we won’t break 







































































A SMALL CALUMNY, 
And a Little Plain and Simple Correspondence 
About /t. 





Mr. President: 

I have never before asked a favor of you; but I pro- 
pose to ask one now, and I think it is one you will be 
disposed to grant. 

Will you kindly look at the enclosed newspaper clip- 
ping, and give me one line in contradiction of the slan- 
der it contains? I want your testimony, however brief, 
to the fact that [ have never before this addressed to you 
any request or petition whatsoever. 

Pardon me for encroaching on your time; but this is a 
matter of serious importance to me, as a business man 
and as a private citizen, Yours very truly, 

JoserpH KEPPLER. 
| Enclosure. | 

There is a strong suspicion hereabout that PucK and 
Puck’s proprietor do not love President Cleveland with 
the fervor displayed before the 4th of March last. I[t will 
be remembered that the cartoons in PucK glorified the 
present incumbent of the White House week in and week 
out. It was ready to lampoon, both with pen and pencil, 
Mr. Blaine, his supporters, and whoever else had any 
opinions adverse to Mr. Cleveland, The reason for this 
change has leaked out, but has not yet been published. 
Mr. Keppler has a brother-in-law, Mr. Schuman, I think, 
is his name, who occupies a position as book- keeper with 
the Corbin Banking Company. Mr. Schuman wanted a 
German consulate; Mr. Keppler promised he should have 
it. In due time the proprietor of PUCK wrote a personal 
letter to the President, pointing out the services he had 
rendered (in defaming Blaine), and declaring that if this 
favor could be accorded him by the administration, he 
would ask for nothing more. The answer was not ac- 
cording to his anticipation, It began by setting out a 
few moral maxims, and ended by saying that, according 
to the new doctrine, elective offices were the only reward 
of party services, and that Mr. Schuman should seek to 
deserve an election at the hands of his countrymen, for 
the post of consul he should not have. (Hence the fall in 
Puck's thermometer,)—From Mr. Croffut’s New York 
Letter, quoted in Indianapolis Fournal. 


This is absolutely false. Mr. Keppler has 
never written to Mr. Cleveland, never had a 
letter from him, and has never asked a favor 
from him of any sort or- description.—Puck, 
December 16th, 1885. 


EXECUTIVE MANSION, 
WASHINGTON. 
December 12th, 1885. 
My dear Sir: 

I have just received your letter with the newspaper- 
clipping which caused you so much annoyance. 

I don’t think there ever was a time when newspaper- 
lying was so general and so mean as at present, and 
there never was a country under the sun where it 
flourished as it does in this. ‘The falsehoods daily spread 
before the people in our newspapers, while they are proofs 
of the mental ingenuity of those engaged in newspaper 
work, are insults to the American love for decency and 
fair play of which we boast. 

I hasten to reply to your letter that the allegation con- 
tained in the slip you send me, to the effect that you ever 
asked a personal favor of me, is entirely and utterly false. 
You have never in the slightest manner indicated a wish, 
claim or preference touching any appointment to office, 
or any official act of mine, and the only occasion I re- 
member when I ever had any conversation with you was 
during a short and very friendly call you made upon me 


at, : ' 
in Albany, during my term as Governor, 


| But I wou/d have written it in a minute if I had known 
The Hon. Grover Cleveland, President of the U. ‘s.— | 








If I ever re- | 
ceived a letter or message from you on any subject, I 
have forgotten it—a thing I should not be apt to do. 

While I am sorry that any friendliness you may have 
felt or exhibited for me has been the cause of embarrass- 
ment to you, I cannot refrain from saying that if you ever 
become a subject of newspaper lying, and attempt to run 
down and expose all such lies, you will be a busy man, 
if you attempt nothing else. 

Hoping that the denial which I send is sufficiently 
explicit, I am Yours very sincerely, 

GROVER CLEVELAND. 
‘To JosEPH KEPPLER, EsqQ., 
New York City, 

To the Editor of PuckK—Sir: 

Of my letter quoted in the Indianapolis Yournal, at- 
tributing sordid and revengeful motives to Mr. Keppler, 
you say: ‘This is absolutely false.” Your frankness is 
only equaled by your accuracy. It zs false. Keppler is 
no such man, I always knew he wasn’t. I did not 
write the letter attributed to me. I don’t know who did. 


it would give me a chance to be called a liar and to 
deny the accusation, both, on your editorial page. 
W, A. CROFFUT 
P. S.—I respectfully, but firmly, request that Mr, Kepp- 
ler shall illustrate this. 











HINTS FOR SWEARERS-OFF. | 
| 


a 
This is the especial season of the year when | 


' mankind feels what he calls his conscience, and 
| pays attention to the awakened demands of that 


troublesome monitor. ‘lhis is the time which all | 
well-informed almanac-makers denominate “the | 
swearing-off season,” and so it is known wher- | 
ever the glad holiday time is celebrated through- | 
out the civilized world. ‘The trouble, however, | 
with most New Year’s resolutions is this: 

They are seldom kept. 

It has been estimated by a careful statistician, 
who has exceptional means for verifying his 
figures, that every New Year’s day 52,794 square 
miles of that much-traveled thoroughfare which 
leads downward to the regions of eternal sum- 
mer are paved with good intentions by well- 
meaning but weak-minded persons who are 
unable to resist the importunities of their con- 
sciences, 

In order to prevent such a wholesale and 
general breakage of promises, PuCK offers these 
few suggestions, which, if closely followed, will 
be found, we trust, an improvement upon the 
usual run of January self-sacrifices. 

Our German citizens might swear off on 
French mustard. 

Our French residents might swear off on 
Frankfurter sausage and sauerkraut. 

Patriotic Englishmen might swear off on 
Irish whiskey. 

Our Irish friends might swear off on English 
pugs. 

‘The Cubans might swear off on Spanish 
tnackerels. 

President Cleveland might swear off on ap- 
pointing office-seekers. 

Hubert O. Thompson might swear off on 
Civil-Service reform. 

Jay Gould might swear off making benevolent 
bequests. 

Parson Newman might swear off hiding his 
light under a bushel. 

Lord ‘Tennyson might swear off writing good 
poetry. 

Ben Butler might swear off on political re- 
forms. 

R. B. Hayes might swear off on all intoxicat- 
ing beverages. 

If these few simple suggestions are followed, 
we believe there would be fewer promises broken 
this year than any time since Adam swore off 
leading a life of idleness in the Garden of Eden, 
and began tilling the soil by the perspiration of 


Puckerings. 





THE snow-flakes flutter here and there 
Among the gray and leafless limbs, 
The moon along the heavens skims, 

And silent is the winter air. 


But in a certain barn near by, 
In coops, the scarlet roosters crow, 
And anxious men in many a row 
Bet on N. J. and on N, Y. 


Full soon the brass-back scoops the pile, 
The yellow brackle ’s badly downed, 
And then the greenbacks pass around, 

And make the winners softly smile. 


Loud crows tell who the victors are, 
While wings in exultation flap, 
When one cock doth another scap, 
Or scoop, if you ’re particular, 
But those cock-fighters soon will shout 
Profane disdain upon the air; 
The ‘¢ peelers”’ all will soon be there. 
Then will the sportsmen be put out, 
And taken by the necks away, 
And marched serenely to the jug, 
Where they will know no Persian rug, 
Or turkey plump on New Year’s Day. 
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-'TABLE— 
The Baby in the High Chair. 
It 1s a sad decree of Fate that sidewalks al- 
ways freeze with the slippery side up. 





THE Last LearF—‘The One that will be 
Turned Over on the First by All of Us. 


On New YEar’s every man has the call. And 
after he has made several he wears a royal flush. 
SUPERSTITIOUS PEOPLE will, no doubt, be wor- 
ried over the fact that the new year begins on 


Friday. 





THE SALARY of the Mayor of Louisville is 
paid by the municipal dog-tax. ‘This is robbing 
Peter to pay Paul. 


A MICHIGAN MAN recently killed his boy for 
buying candy. ‘This was heroic treatment, but 
it doubtless taught the boy a lasting lesson, 

‘*THINK oF a hundred and fifty babies re- 
hearsing for a chorus in a popular play,” says 
a Chicago journal. All right. It is easier to 
think of it than to bear it. 


IT 1s denied that the Queen paid Lord Tenny- 
son anything for his verses upon the marriage 
of the Princess Beatrice. ‘The denial is made 
in the interest of the Queen. 

{rt 1s stated that Jack Dempsey is about to 
retire from the prize-ring. We feel justified in 


| saying that when Jack stops fighting the ring 


will lose a shining light-weight. 

MATTHEW ARNOLD is said to have wept at 
the discovery that the “wife of a young work- 
ing farmer in this country was familiarly ac- 
quainted with all his writings.” It was sad, 


Ir 1s said that a healthy mind is more to be 
desired than a fourth-class post-office. We 
don’t know the name of the Japanese philoso- 
pher who said this; but you can, no doubt, 
have both a healthy mind and a postmastership 
by reading Fuck’s ANNUAL for 1886, which is 





his forehead. 


just out. 
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PUCK. 





A NEW YEAR'S TALE OF A CHEAP WINTER OVERCOAT. 


I hope, in this apologue, to combine amuse- 
ment, valuable at all times, with practical in- 
struction, valuable especially at the present 
writing. 

A few days ago my inordinately swell and, 
therefore, inordinately cockney tailor rushed 
into my Office, fire in his eye, and papers in his 
hand. 

No, I did not turn pale. J pay my tailor. 
I happen to be his lawyer; we balance our an- 
nual statements each against the other, and be- 
fore he gets Azs larger than mine, he will have 
to cajole me into sending in the latter before 
I have had a chance to ‘read, mark, learn, 
and inwardly digest” the former. 

He proceeded to “rave, recite, and mad- 
den” as follows, to wit: 

“?Ow’s your ’ealth, sir? ’Arty! That’s well. 
You know Mr. ’?Oward Walker, which ’e is a 
bloomink snipe, and ’as let mé in to the tune 
of a ten-p’un’ note, most owdacious, an’ look- 
ink to you as my solicitor to see me righted. 
Two months ago it was, as ’e walks into my 
shop, an’ selects a pattern for a top-coat, which 
I ’ad dressed ’im frequent, and halways paid 
most prompt, quite the gentleman. 

“«? Arry,’ sez ’e: ‘Hi dor.’t want this, not till 
New Year’s; but you can make it hup, and send 
to me next month, which I'll pay you February 
first, not wishin’? no haccounts runnin’, as well 
you know,’ 

“ Nothink ’ad hever been said between hus 
as to pay before, I do hassure you, which sus- 
picions was aroused, and to hask you, as my 
solicitor and a mutual friend, about ’im, but 
press o” business perwentin’, Not to deceive, 
which is a vile ’abit, and with one’s solicitor 
not to be thought on, I did not ’urry that job, 
which was ’is hown words to me, and not to be 
blamed, surely. 

“Tn ’e comes again, three weeks hafter, and 
bawls hout to me, before my cutter, which I 
’ad been ’avink words with ’im concernink ’is 
wages, and may need your ’elp as my solicitor, 
why | ’adn’t sent ’ome ’is top-coat, ’avin’ been 
indulgin’ to that hextent, not to repeat lan- 
gwidge, which, be it far from me, forgot ’isself 











dreadful. As a man, and a Hinglishman, I 
bowed ’im hout most respectful, promisin’ ’im 
faithful for Saturday, which ’e is a fine figure of 
aman, as well you know, and of temper quite 
fearful; but did not send ’ome the coat on the 
Saturday, beink much pressed, and, hafter ’is 
langwidge, not to be expected, I think. On 
the Monday comes this bloomink note.” 

He handed me the following curt epistle, 
which, speaking with the imbecility of the im- 
partial observer, and not with the authority of 
a retained solicitor, 1 must pronounce not en- 
tirely inexcusable under all the circumstances. 


New York, December 14th, 1885. 
Unless the overcoat which I ordered from you over a 
month ago is ready by Saturday, 19th inst., you need 
not complete nor send it, as I shall refuse to receive 
or pay for same. Yours, etc., 
H. WALKER. 
To J. Peters, Jmporting Tailor. 


I read this over carefully, and assured my 
client that its language was quite as injudicious 
as it was violent and brutal, and would most 
materially aid his (my client’s) case before the 
jury. 
“Mest insultin’, I thought, but, not to lose 
a sale, which times is not as they should be, I 
do assure you, and a most helegant stock of 
Melton, just imported, if you would call and 
select, I ’urries up the coat, and sends it to ’im 
on the Saturday, by the Parcels’ Delivery, with 
instructions to collect most strict, which on the 
very next Monday, as ever was, back comes 
the coat, with bill for Parcels’ charges, unlooked 
for, and reports of langwidge, from Mr. Walker, 
quite frightful. 

“Same day in walks my gentleman hisself, as 
bold as brass, and uses langwidge which W’ite- 
chapel, which [ was born—at least ’ave ’eard 
of, as you or any gentleman might, sir—is not 
to be compared. I lost my ’ead, sir, I ’umbly 
do confess, and gives ’im back as good as ’e 
sends, not by no means my custom nor for the 
good of trade, and tells ’?im hup and down to 
pay me and take ’is coat, which the same ’e will 
not get until paid, which ’e can do as ’e likes, 
and if ’e wants one for ’isself, ’e can ‘ave it. 











fi hela 





* Och, Bridget, do yes moind ther wondherful inshtinct av that dumb baste, ter crape into a hole too 


shmall fur the ould cat ter folly afther it!” 





«<<*Tt a man of your size, Snip,’ says ’e, laugh- 
ing ojous, and, turnin’ on ’is ’eel, walks out.” 

“You have the coat still, I think,”’ said I: 
“Now. my advice is—” 

“?Old on! ’Old on, sir! 1’ave not the coat, 
sir. ’E, Mr. Walker, ’as the coat, which ’e 
grinned at me with it on ’im this blessed morn- 
ink, ’E is a swindler, and in jail ’e should 
be, not swellink the streets. 


chap as I’d never clapped eyes on before, and 
?e wants a top-coat. ’E pulls all the goods over, 
and selects a pattern, and ’as me take ’is measure, 
most partickler ’e was, ’specially the pockets, 
gets a price, cash down, and, when leavink: 

“*Ho,’ says ’e: ‘I “must ’ave that coat by 
Saturday, as I’m going out of town, and can’t 
wait,’ says ’e. 

‘Which, in course, was not to be done, and 
so I tells ’im flat. 

** All right,’ sez ’e: ‘then 1 don’t want it at 
all.’ 

“Says I: ‘What must be, must; five dollars 
on the price, and Saturday it shall be, most 
punctual.’ 

“What liars you chaps are,’ says ’e, which, 
of course, I laughed respectful like, bein’ busi- 
ness: ‘Not much,’ says ’e: ‘’ang it all! I must 
’ave an overcoat, and I won’t wearslops. ’Aven’t 
you got somethink in stock will do for me? Let 
some other chap wait.’ 

“1 thought of Mr, Walker’s coat on my ’ands, 
and reports about ’im as to pay most dubious. 
I thought a minute, and says: 

“*T ought not to do such a think; but, to 
oblige, and in ’opes of future favors, I ’ave a 
coat, which the same was made for young Ar- 
thur, sir, which, no doubt, you knows him, and 
not to be sent ’ome till next week. Which ’ere 
it is, and, if bespoke, no better fit.’ 

“°F tries iton. It ’angs on ’im like a bag 
on a’op-pole, no fit whatsumdever. 

“<Tt’s a beastly thing,’ says he: ‘but I must 
?ave somethink. What do you want for it ?” 

“<Sixty is its price to you, considerin’ and 
most reasonable.’ 

¢ Sixty devils!’ says’e: ‘’Ere’s thirty. Take 
it or leave it.’ 

“°F pulls out the notes, and, bein’ dead stock, 
not fittink ’?im in the least, which cash is cash, 
and collections most slow, I lets ’im ’ave it; 
and it bein’ a disgrace to let such a misfit go 
out with my tip, I says: 
| Leave it over night, and I’ll take up the 
| sleeves a little and make it a fit, which is makin’ 

over, and well worth five dollars, I’m sure.’ 
“«¢Oh, never mind that,’ says ’e: ‘itll do as 
| it is, and Pll keep the difference. ’Ere’s the 
funds; much obliged to you for throwin’ off the 
| V. Ta, ta!’ And out ’e walks, leavink me with 
| 





twenty-five dollars, and struck speechless with 
’is cheek. 

“Wich, after all, I was well out of it, I 
| thought, *e bein’ reported bad pay, and a profit, 
though triflink, Well, bless my blooming eyes, 
| if this very mornink | didn’t meet Mr. ’Oward 
Walker with that very identical top-coat on ’is 
| back, and that very identical young chap be- 
side ’im! 

| *Ello, Snip,’ says ’e: ‘let me introduce my 
' brother. Coat fits splendid, and so cheap. Give 
me some of your cards, and Ill recommend 
you’—the bloomink snipe! 

* Now, as my solicitor—” 

But enough of my client’s tale of woe, I am 
just now assiduously reading up commercial 
law for my friend Walker’s express benefit, and 
if I find anything to cover his case, which is a 
very large z/, indeed, he will hear from me in 
a manner to astound him. B. B. 








“Two days after in walks a spruce young 





















































PUCK. 








to the door a melody of marvel- 
_ ous sweetness: 
~ Hey diddle diddle, 
The cat ’s in the fiddle, 
| The cow jumped over the moon, 
The little dog laughed—” 
And then the crunching of 
| ' the gravel startled the merry lit- 
tle mother, and she stopped. 
Around the corner of the house 
|| came a dog—a yellow dog— 
with as much noise and swift- 
|| ness as though it were going toa 
| fire, and the old man stopped, 
|| too, So did the dog. It seemed 
undecided; but not more so than 
|| the old man; for while the dog’s 
one end showed its teeth, the 
other end suddenly commenced 
to wag. It wagged for all it was 
worth. It seemed to wag the 
dog; but the other end kept pace 
with it, and every grinder was 
visible. Looking at the tail-end, 
|| the old man would feel certain 
that the dog was the kindliest 
disposed animal out of pound; 
when a shy glance at the other 
end would promptly submerge 
him over head and ears in sus- 
|| picion, 
| Poor old Byles! Poverty and 
|| other ills that flesh is heir to 
sorely afflicted him, Rheuma- 
tism ached in every joint, But 
his rheumatism, bad as it was, 
was not the worst of his ills. 
That —the worst —was a wart 
on his nose; a deep-seated and 
wide-spreading wart. It was the 
root, tree and branch of his pres- 
ent misfortunes and earliest sor- 
rows. ‘Che kind old preceptor of 
his a, b, ab’s could never repress 
a smnile when the boy and that 
wart stood up, and his playmates 
calied him “Warty.” The sweet- 
est little girl in the school would 
never take a bite of his apple, 








In face, hair and dancing eyes the sunshine 
shone, as she sat in the open window dressing 
a doll-baby. She caroled a merry little song. 
It was not a lullaby, but it had the same effect 
on her baby, and sounded in the ears of the 
old man creeping painfully up the walk leading 








OLD BYLES. 


him with derision. 





nor let him ride her on his sled; she repulsed 


In the pride and strength of his manhood the 
maiden of his choice told him to come around 
in about forty years; when, she said, that wart | quietly settling down in a dime museum with 
had succumbed to the beautifying mutations of 


time. 





SCIENCE AND ADVERTISING. 


FOUNDED ON 





This is the Proprietor of a New Brar.d 


of Toilet Soap Which Don’t Sell. 














This is His Letter to an Eminent 
Analytical Chemist. 








FACT. 


This is the Same, Having a lappy 
Thought. 


IMPORTANT TO 
CONSUMERS OF SOAP! 


© New York, 188s. 
S, SUDS, Esq., 

Dear Sir:—\ have analyzed samples of your Toi- 
let Soap, al-o samples of Jones’s ‘Toilet Soap and 
of Brown’s ‘Toilet Soap, with the following results: 

I find your Soap to be free from all impurities, 
whereas 

ones’s contains 0.297 per cent of Silicate 
of Magnesia, or Talc, and Lubin's contains 
0.0372 per cent of Silicate of Magnesia, with 
traces of Iron, 

You have demonstrated that a perfectly 
pure soap may be made. 

It is to be regretted that names world renowned 
in the making of toilet soap should employ adul- 
terants 

1 therefore cordially commend to them and to the 
community in general the employment of your 
pure Toilet Soap over any adulterated article. 

Yours, respectfully, 
Dr. ENDORSMUS, M. D., LL. D., 
Professor Chemistry and Toxicology in Gonguvue 

Hospital Medical College, and Professor Chem- 

istry and Physics in College City of New York. 


This is Ilis Advertisement. 





And this is How His Enterprise was Rewarded by a Big Business Boom. 








That wart embittered his whole life. 
Everybody laughed at it. 
| jects, he fancied, sometimes ill-concealed a de- 
sire to laugh at his wart. 


his wart—where he might have won to his side 





Even inanimate ob- 


And so, instead of 


at least that Sometimes Strangely 
Elusive Dame—even more elu- 
sive than the sweetest little girl 
in the school or out of it—he 
became a tramp. Bitterly he 
looked back, for his wart was 
uppermost in his mind at this 
moment. He had no doubt that 
his wart would be found, upon 
investigation, to be directly re- 
sponsible for the present, as it 
had been for all past predica- 
ments. There he stood—hungry, 
thirsty, tired and sore—invited 
by the wagging end of a dog to 
stop awhile, and held at bay by 
the teethy end! 

A little tinkling giggle aroused 
the bewildered and unhappy old 
man, and he looked away from 
the dog and up to the window, 
The merry littlé mother was hold- 
ing her half-dressed baby tender- 
ly by one leg—saw-dust oozing 
from every pore—and the sun- 
shine in her face and hair was 
more shiny than ever; but her 
dancing eyes had quit their danc- | 
ing, and were fixed steadfastly 
on that wart. 

* Don’t be afraid, poor man,” 
she said, as her face became very 
sober and her tones re-assuring: 
“that’s the way our little dog 
laughs.” b. Zim. 





MICHIGAN HAS a citizen who 
can take off both his arms and 
legs at will. He is what might 
be called a man of parts. 

SMOKED TONGUE is a dead lan- 
guage. 

FRANCIS Coppek, of Paris, is 
distinguished as being the poet 
of the poor. In this country our 
poor poets are not distinguished, 












































ruc. 





No. 11.—Miss Smythe’s New Year's | 
Callers. 

Scene 1.—Farlors of the Smythe 
mansion at ’mlty ’mth Street ant | 
5th Avenue. _ Miss Smythe and | 
Miss Riggs prepared to receive | 
callers. Miss Smythe wears blue 
satin and Miss Rigs pink. Both 
young ladies, like Katisha, travel | 
on the beauty of their elbows and | 
shoulder-blades, which are on ex- } 
hibition. The shutters of the par- 
lors are closed and the gas ts lighted. 
Miss SmyrHE. —Gwendolen, | 

my dear, how does my dress fit ? 

Miss RicGs.—QOh, Lucinda, | 
it fits just too lovely for any- | 
thing. Me and your ma was | 
talking about it this morning. | 
(Mentally.) She looks like a | 
fright. Ishall have all the boys , 
to myself. (Adoud.) And, my | 
darling, how does mine set ? 

Miss 5. —Beautiful. I never | 
saw you look so sweet in your | 
life. (Afentally.) And that isn’t | 
saying much, either. I shall | 
paralyze her before the day is 
over. (Aloud.) What time is it? 

Miss R.—Most two o’clock. | 
I think it’s time some one got | 
here, don’t you? | 

Miss S.—Yes, it’s a shame. 
I’m going to peep through the 
shutters and see if any one is , 
coming. 

Miss R.—So ’m I. 

( They peep through the shut- 

ters.) | 

Miss S.—Oh, Gwendolen! 
Here comes Charlie Faunt- 
leroy. 

Miss R.—Sure enough. Why, 
he’s crossing the street. 

Miss S.—I do declare, I be- 
lieve he’s going to call on thiat 
homely little Carrie Morris be- 
fore he comes here. 

Miss R.—The mean fellow! 
Yes, there he goes. 

(Mr. Charles Fauntleroy en- 
ters the house of the homely ' 
Carrie Morris.) | 

Miss S.—Well, did you ever ? 

Miss R.—No, I never. 

Miss S.—And they say her 
father is on his last legs. If 
Western Union don’t go up in 
ten days, he will. 

Miss R.—And_ Charlie 
Fauntleroy has two millions in 
his own right. 

Miss S.—The idea of his 
calling on her first! 

Miss R.—It’s outrageous! 

Miss S.—Well, ’'m going to 
wait here and see how long he 
stays in there. 7 

Miss R.—Me too. 

(Zhey wait.) 
( They keep on waiting.) 

Miss S.—Well, this is per- 
fectly scandalous! 

e Miss R.—Abominable! 
Miss S.—He’s been in there 

twenty minutes. 

Miss R. — Half-an - Hour, 
more like. 

Miss S. (sarcastically), — 
I shouldn’t wonder if they’d 





POLITE CONVERSATIONS. ° 


With Due 


Miss R.—He, he, he! You darling! 
How cutting you are. 

Miss S.—I’ll be more cutting to him 
if he doesn’t come out pretty soon. 

(Charles Fauntleroy comes out of 
the homely Miss Morris’ s house, looking 
rather flushed. He smiles softly. Then 
he looks at the Smythe mansion, shakes 
his head and walks away.) 

Faunt Leroy (¢0 himself ).—V ll leave 
that dose over there till the last, and 
then I’ll make it interesting for them. 

(He disappears around a corner.) 

Miss $S.—The brute! 

Miss R.—-The beast! 

Miss S.—I’ll never speak to him 
again—see if I do! 

Miss R.—V'l crush him, next time 
I see him. 

Miss S.— Never mind. 
lots of good fish in the sea. 

Miss R.— There is that—bigger ones 
than him, 


There is 





Miss S.— What time isit,Gwendolen? | 


DEFERENCE TO WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. 


Miss R.—Three o’clock. 

Miss S.—'This is too stupid for any- 
thing. I’m getting hungry. 

Miss R.—Me too. 

Miss S.-—Let’s go for the salad. 

Miss R.—And the punch. 


Miss S.—Oh, you dreadful thing! | 


How can you ? 

Miss R.—I’m thirsty, and I’m going 

to have a drink. 

(They go for the salad and punch.) 
Miss S. (séghing).—1 feel better now. 
Miss R.—So do I. 

Miss S.—What time is it ? 
Miss R.— Four o’clock. 
Miss S.— Did you ever? 
Miss. R.—Me t—Il mean: 

never. 

Miss S,—The men must be all com- 

ing here last. 
Miss R,—Yes, they’re saving us for 
a kind of dessert. 

Miss S.—How witty you are, Gwen- 

dolen. 


no, | 








taken him in as a boarder. 


THIS LITTLE SKETCH 


WILL GIVE SoME IDEA OF THE SITUATION OF THE AVERAGE CITIZEN AT THIS 


HIApry 





Ne) 


EASON, 





Miss R.—Oh, my love! You 

flatter me! 

Miss S.—No, I don’t; I 
| never flatter any one. I say, 
| don’t you think we might take 
| one more glass of punch? , 

_ Miss R.—We might try. 
| Miss S.— He, he, he! [ told 
| you you were witty. 
( They try.) 

Miss S.— The gentlemen 
| don’t know what they’re miss- 
ing. 

Miss R. (solemnly). — No, 
they don’t. I wish they did. 

Miss S. — Don’t talk like 
that. I’m sure I don’t care if 
nobody comes.” 

Miss R.— Me too. 

Miss S.—We can enjoy our- 
' selves alone. 
i Miss R.—Yes, we are hav- 
_ ing lots of fun, aren’t we ? 

Miss S.—Yes, of c-c-course 
| W-W-we are. 
| Miss R.—M-m-me t-t-too. 

Miss S.—Boo—boo— boo— 

Miss R.—Hoo--hoo--hoo-- 

(Zhey fall on each other's 
| necks and weep.) 

SCENE II.—7he same place. Time, 
ten P.M. The two young ladies, 
looking demoralized, seated on sofa. 

Miss S.—I’m going to bed. 

Miss R.—Me too. 
| (Door-bell rings.) 
| Born.—Oh! Some one 
, last! 
| (Enter Charles Fauntleroy.) 
| FAUNTLEROY (with a punch 
| accent). — How de do, little 
| girls, how de do? 

Miss S. (aside). He’s full. 

Miss R. (a@side).—1 should 
smile, 

Miss S.—So glad to see you. 

Miss R.—Me too. 

FAUNTLEROY.—So’m I, Sor- 
ry didn’t get here ’fore. Awful 
long list. Wish you many happy 
rturns. Going now. Good- 
night. 

Miss S.—Have a glass of 
punch before you go. 

FAUNTLEROY.— Nixy punch. 
' Had ’nuff. Oh, I'll tell you 
secret, ladies. I’m goin’ to be 
married in spring. Don’t tell 
yet. You know the girl—lives 
right across street—Carrie Mor- 
ris. Good-night. 

(£xit Fauntleroy.) 

Miss S.—Did you ever ? 

Miss R.—No, I never. 

Miss S.—Boo—boo—boo— 

Miss R.-~ Hoo—hoo—hoo-- 

Miss S.—What are you cry- 
ing for? He wouldn’t have 
married you, anyhow. You’re 
too old. 

Miss R.—Nor you, either. 

| You’re too stuck up. 

Miss S.—You’re a 

mean thing. 

Miss R.— Me t—no, I mean. 
" you too. 
| Miss S.—Bah! 
| Miss R.—Humph! 
| (Zxeunt by opposite doors.) 
| W. J. HENDERSON. 


at 





nasty, 
























































AnGrRY FATHER.—‘ Now, confound it, why don't you go to practising ? Just see that | 
girl across the street-—how devoted she 1s to her music.” 
UNAPPRECIATIVE OFFSPRING.—* Stop right there, father, 


and all that, but that’s a type-writer she’s playing on.” 


THE OLD MAN WAS TOO PREVIOUS. 


ruC HR. 








WINTER WRINKLES. 


Like drops of blood the berries glow upon the rustling dogwood, 
The wary rabbit skips about the clearing’s windy court, 

And the diner in the restaurant pours down the purple logwood, 
And thinks his New Year’s visions emanate from mellow port. 


The scarlet rooster running through the garden makes a target 
That tempts the boy to send a cobble flying through the air. 

Now the cow is running round about the meadow with the garget, 
While the gimcracks slowly ripen for the church’s coming fair. 


All the cedars on the hillside the descending snow is hooding; 
And, as it’s cold, the kitchen-door is always left unshut; 

And we see upon the table the imported English pudding, 
Manufactured by the million down in old Connecticut. 


And a-howling, growling, scowling down the pathway shoots the 


bull-dog, 


While the urchin fondly chews his scarlet blocks upon the floor, 
And tries to tease the feline with a shaggy toy-store wool dog, 
And the boiler ’s frozen solid as a brickbat to the core. 


As golden as the syrup that flows o’er the cakes of buck-wheat 

Is the smile that gilds the yokel as he from the house doth rove, 
To feed the crowing rooster and the iridescent duck wheat, 

And then go forth to spend the day behind the grocery stove. 


From the moment when the sunbeams all the East are gaily kindling, 


That girl may be studious 


I smoke my Turkish cigarettes, and feel serenely gay. 


And the milkman shouts his war-whoop in the chilly alleyway, 
Till the day behind the hills begins a-fading and a-dwindling, 








TO BUCKWHEATS. | 





It would not be a bad idea for the beneft of 
countrymen who are not up in the usages of po- 
lite society to change the words morning, after- 
noon and evening to cutaway, Prince Albert 
and swallow-tail; then the “ buckwheat” would 
not go to a morning wedding in a claw-hammer 
coat, an afternoon tea in a cutaway, and an 
evening reception in a Prince Albert. 

To familiarize the buckwheat with a correct 
knowledge of the uses and limitations of these 
garments, we might speak of catching the eight 
cutaway train, and reaching the city by one- 
thirty Prince Albert for the matinée. Factories 
would have six o’clock swallow-tail whistles and 
bells, and the man who didn’t feel like arising 
on Sunday in time for cutaway service might 
go to church in the Prince Albert. 

The buckwheat would listen to the crowing 
of the cutaway rooster, and think of the swal- 
low-tail before, when his fair enslaver kissed 
him good swallow-tail at the gate. He would 
then see the cutaway-glories blooming on the 
string, and know that they would be wilted early 
in the Prince Albert. The tom-cat would make 
swallow-tail hideous, and ‘Tennyson would sing 
of a land wherein it is always Prince Albert. 

He, the buckwheat, would gain much conso- 
lation and comfort from Young’s “Swallow- 
tail Thoughts,” and would learn from Long- 
fellow that the shades of swallow-tail were fall- 
ing fast, and from Shakspere that swallow-tail’s 
candles were burned out, and jocund day stands 
tip-toe on the misty mountain tops, and also 
that it is the lark, the herald of the cutaway. 

Poets would sing of the deadly swallow-tail 
shade, and of the swallow-tail blooming cereus; 
and men would take a Prince Albert off to see a 
base-ball match, and then read T. S. Arthur’s 
“Ten Swallow-tails in a Bar-room,” and Ste- 
venson’s “New Arabian Swallow-tails,” and 
Moore’s touching moonlight melody, “Oft in 
the Stilly Swallow-tail,”’ and allude to the silent 
silver watches of the swallow-tail; while men 
who make it a point to see the initial perform- 
ance of a play would be known as first swaliow- 
tailers. 

Girls would have eyes and hair as black as 





swallow-tail, and the bulbul of the East would 





: | 
be known to us as a swallow-tailgale, and Shak- 


spere’s famous play—in which Puck is men- 
tioned in such a way as not to look like an 
advertisement—would be known as the “ Mid- 
summer Swallow-tail’s Dream,” 

The school-boy would be spoken of as going 
to school with shining cutaway face; we would 
learn how the stars sang together in the cutaway. 
and hear lively young men singing “‘ We Won’t 
Go Home Till Cutaway.’ We would see the 
eyelids of the cutaway, and feel greatly re- 
freshed at incense- breathing cutaway, while 
Gray would tell us that one cutaway he missed 
him from the ’custom’d hill, with an apostrophe 
instead of a plain e. 

This would open the buckwheat’s eyes, and 
he would learn’ what to wear before reaching 
the Prince Albert of life. And he would not 
make calls on New Year’s cutaway in the gar- 
ments that would be correct and proper on 
New Year’s swallow-tail. R. K. M. 








MORE MODERN MAXIMS. 


—Poverty may be no disgrace; but most 
men are willing to take their chances with the 
camel in getting through the eye of that needle. 

—Sweet are the uses of adversity; but give 
us a little lemon and the shekels. 

—Life is short and art is long; but a good 
many artists are like life. 

—Truth is stranger than fiction; but the ro- 
mances of the average out-of-town correspond- 
ent are stranger than both. 

—The youth who is attentive to his studies 
may some day create a panic in Wall Street. 

—Birds of a feather flock together; but not 
when you are out shooting. 

—All men are born equal; but they usually 
get over it long before reaching middle life. 

—Knowledge may be power; but the danc- 
ing man can give the Greek professor points, 
and then double-discount him, in society. 

—Never look a gift-horse in the mouth. Sell 
him for what you can get, and let the other tel- 
low look. C. V. ‘TEIXEIRA. 








RANDOM REMARKS. 





A YOUNG WOMAN with a heavy beard spent 
two years in having the hairs removed. ‘This 
seems to us like a great waste of time and 
money. She cannot command half as large a 
salary in a museum as she could before the 
operation was performed. 


THE SKYLARK sings at heaven’s gate, 
The robin in the grove; 
But sweeter far, we beg to state, 
Oh, sweeter far, we beg to state, 
Than. both put together, 
In this kind of weather, 
Is the turkey in the stove, 


‘‘]T MAKES us weary,” says the Detrott Free 
Press: “to mistake a piece of soap for a cara- 
mel.’? Under the circumstances, it ought to be 
well for the Press editor to carry his soap and 
his caramels in different pockets for awhile. 


Ir MAKES a man hysterical, 


And likewise mean and queer, 
When the snow that’s squeezed till it’s spherical 
Takes him just behind the ear. 


“THE FOOL smokes everywhere except in 
bed,” says a Western paper. If he did smoke 
in bed. he would probably make the insurance 
men tired. It is impossible to please every one 
in this world. 


WHEN THE air is soft and warm, 
Big mosquitos round us swarm; 
When these insects leave the wold, 
Then we shiver in the cold, 





RICHARD WILCOX, the man who saved Fort 
Pickens in 1861, is poor and penniless in Phila- 
delphia. The next time Fort Pickens is in 
danger, it need not apply to Richard Wilcox 
for assistance. 


THE SACRED white elephant which belonged 
to King Thebaw, of Burmah, was not white, 
after all. So he was in the circus business, too? 
Now we know why he was deposed. 





R. K. M. 
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PUCK. 





YULE TIDE ART. 


No, Adolphus, my son, these are 2o¢ designs 
for handkerchief or glove boxes ‘These are 
Christmas cards, originally invented as cheap 
substitutes for Christmas remembrances of a 
more solid character; but the object of the in- 
vention has been violated since the trade has 
introduced white silk, eider down, diamond- 
dust, and German silver improvements. 

No, that is not a pin-cushion; it is only a fine, 
well-developed $7.50 Christmas card- sachet. 

Nor is this work of art here a scene from the 
“ Black Crook,” as you have conjectured, ‘Those 
are not ballet-dancers; they are angels. ‘That 
lucid sky is worthy of Rembrandt, and this 
luminous point here is not isinglass; it is the 
Star of Bethlehem on its annual rise. ‘These 
human figures are not tramps after cattle; they 
are shepherds watching their flocks by night. 
They seem somewhat startled —possibly, as you 
say, at the awkwardness of those angels over 
there in that Aurora Borealis. ‘The whole design 
is entitled ‘‘ Peace on Earth, Good-will to Men.” 

No, the card is not to be distributed by the 
Infidel Society as a satire on sacred subjects. 
Adolphus, I think your art-lessons ought to have 
cultivated your taste for a Ninteenth Century 
“Prang” as well as for a “Titian” or a “ Ru- 
bens.” 

Now, my son, observe the beauties of this 
gem. Notice that blue oak-leaf on which a 
cottage and green fields are depicted, with three 
peacock-feathers in the corner, and a night- 
blooming cereus in the back-ground, No, this 
is not a design for a Japanese fan, nor a scene 
from the “Mikado.” It is an illustration of 
what the critics call “Art Run Mad.”” Oh, no, 
they are not going to Pasteur—ah, I see you are 
looking at that one with the- little girl pulling 


her doggie’s tail, while he is holding a forget-. | 
Dogs are dangerous it | 


me-not in his mouth, 
that situation, 

What is that you have found? Ah, yes, that 
baby-face breaking through an egg-shell. How 
quaint! Your ma and sister Jane would call 
that “real cute.”? No, it is not exactly true to 
nature—chickens, and not babies, are hatched 
from eggs; but this, you know, is a sort of 
“Christmas Fantasy’’—not realistic, but sug- 
gestive—for instance, suggestive of excessive in- 
dulgence in egg-nogg by the designer. 

In the ecstasies of his art the designer is al- 
lowed some license, This is the delirium tremens 
of art. What, another? No, my son, that is 
not Vesuvius in eruption, That is a Christmas 
plum-pudding smoking on the festive board, and 
this handsome margin is not composed of 
bunches of cranberries; they are sprigs of holly. 

Nor should you criticize this design of the 
thinly clad damsel swinging in the blinding 
snow-storm, ‘True, she has on ball-slippers, and 
ought not to be swinging in such bad weather. 
But this, you ought to know, belongs to the 
Fantastic School of Art. Its fantastic motif is 
relieved, however, by the violence of the snow- 
storm, which, you must admit, is realistic, and 
challenges the recollection of the “oldest in- 
habitant,’’ and would make him whistle. 

Now, Adolphus, this wild pigeon here, with 
the green head, swooping down upon the pea- 
sant’s hut with a sprig of holly in its beak, is an 
adaptation of the idea of the dove returning to 
the Ark. It is an anachronism which is par- 
donable in the Grotesque School of Art. Oh, 
no; the bird is gently descending to the cottage 
window, and has not been shot in the wing. 

What, you are criticizing another! Ah, that 
beautiful spring scene—birds chirping in the 
hedges, and cowslips bordering the path across 
the greensward, and the vast canopy of blue 
ether stretching away in the distance, to be sup- 
ported on those dim blue mountains. Appro- 
priate for Christmas? Well, no; but you should 
recognize the principle of Zucus a non lucendo, 











| 
| 


my son, which is the grand principle of incon- 
sistency or inappropriateness. ‘The chief charm 
of this card, with its legend, “A Happy X-mas,” 
is its tendency to awaken the emotion of aston- 
ishment; it is intended to bewilder. 

Now, Adolphus, I haven’t time to discuss the 
literary features of these cards, you already 
have my views as to their pictorial art; but I 
will just state that those verses you inquire about 
are not quoted from “The Carrier’s Christmas 
Address,” but are Penelope Philpot Higginson’s 
exquisite lines, as they appeared in the Christ- 
mas number of the Ladies’ Companion. Miss 
Higginson, you remember, is the author of the 
“Floral Album” and “Autograph Guide,” 
which your sister admires so much. 

EuREKA BENDALL. 





Auswors for the Aurions. 





BENSON CHIGWELL.—We have read the first page of 
your MS., and if you stood over us with a drawn sword, 
and gave us the choice between reading the rest and 
being sliced, we should calmly but firmly say ‘* Slice!” 

X. Y. Z.—We won’t print your merry jest. 
—we know it is improbable; but you may go some- 
where hereafter where you will meet Sydney Smith. And 
we don’t want to get you into complicated relations with 


You may 


him. 

GIAFAR.—We wish we were Haroun al Raschid, or 
that we owned a genii, or something of that sort. We 
should lie awake nights for a week, inventing some good 
solid old Arabian Nights punishment adequate to your 
literary crime. And then we should see that it was car- 
ried out under our personal supervision. 





PUCK’S VIEWS AND REVIEWS. 





Francis Warner, M. D., has just turned out a book on 
** Physical Expression.”” We will venture to say that 
the eminent M. D. cannot give us anything like a faith- 
ful picture of the expression of a dog’s face after he has 
jumped two feet off the floor and brought his jaws to- 
gether like a pair of cymbals, only to learn that when 
you made a.motion as though to throw him a piece of 
meat, you had nothing in your hand. 

Messrs. Ivison, Blakeman & Taylor publish a ‘Handy 
Atlas of the World,” which will tell the wayfaring man 
how to get to Stuhlweissenburg, or away from Boston. 
If the publishers had thrown in coupon tickets for the 
journey around the world, the handiness of their Atlas 
would have been greatly increased. 


The same firm publish a * Primer of Physiology and 
Hygiene,” and ** The Human Body and its Health,” by 
Mr. William Thayer Smith. If we knew as much about 
the inside of the human body as Mr. Smith does, we 
should give up eating and drinking, for fear of trouble 
between the metatarsus and the pancreas, or some other 
embarassing complication. 

If the youthful student doesn’t like this prospect, Mr. 
James Monteith will tell him about the moon, and earth- 
quakes, and animals, and monkeys, in his ** New Physi- 
cal Geography,” published by Messrs. A. S. Barnes & 
Co, They also publish «*A Brief History of the United 
States,”’ for use in schools. We have been unable to 
find anything about the hatchet and cherry-tree business, 
and we cannot discover the Mulligan letters. But there 
is a solid portrait of Grover Cleveland, and we think the 
youthful mind can grapple this history without danger. 


If there is anything a man wants to appreciate in the 
dead of winter it is the glory and power of the sun. He 
can do it by reading ** The Sun,” by Amédée Guillemin. 
{Charles Scribner’s Sons.] 

In “ The Dawning,” an anonymous novel published 
by Lee & Shepard, a glimpse is given of Boston society 
shaken by the radical opinions of one Langdon on the 
relations of wealth and labor. Langdon * downs” a 
first-class Boston preacher in argument and carries off a 
lawyer’s betrothed with equal ease. The novel has some 
strength in it. 











AN INSPIRATION. 
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Boy.—*‘ Just leave your plan, and the Commissioners wi!l examine it.” 
VisIToR.—*‘ Look here, sonny, this ain’t a plan for putting the wires underground; it’s a plan for put- 
ting a bill through the Legislature making the commission hereditary, so ‘hat when the present Commissioners 


get too old to meet, their children can step right in and go on drawing the salary. 


personally, please.” 


Just say I want to see ’em 
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1. 
She lived in a primitive way, 


She lived in a hut made of trees, 


With never a moving in May, 


Unless when invaded by bees. 

Her husband had never night-keys— 
Lodge nights were not then to deceive; 
Nor was he addicted to sprees— 

What a life led our relative, Eve! 





Her stew-pans she wrought out of clay, 

Her knives were the shells of the seas, 
And she dined on a spicy entrée 

Of grapes and some ape-fricassées. 

To sleep with the toes to the breeze 
Was considered the cheese, I believe, 

Which was healthy, no one but agrees-— 
What a life led onr relative, Eve! 


Envoy. 


Cast off fashion’s gay panoplies, 
** Sassiety”’? maiden, retrieve; 
Learn, while aping our “first familees,” 
What a life led our relative, Eve! 
ERNEST DELANCEY PIERSON. 





A SCHEME 


All bachelors will tell you that the principal 
reason why they remain in a staf® of single 
blessedness is the high price of bonnets. 

It is a well authenticated fact that the bon- 
net market governs that of matrimony, and 
that the rise and fall in women’s “ head-gear ”’ 
is watched with intense interest by the youth 
of the country intending to take unto them- 
selves helpmeets in the journey through life. 

A scheme has recently been set on foot to 
establish “bonnet tickers,” similar in principle 
to the “stock tickers,” for the use of the matri- 
monially inclined members of the sterner sex. 
These “ tickers” will be placed in all the prin- 
cipal hotels throughout the country, and give 
constant quotations from the foreign and do- 
mestic bonnet-market. Particular attention will 


be paid to the Paris and New York prices, and | 
the opening and closing quotations in these im- | 


mense bonnet centres will be wired to all bach- 


BALLAD 








OF PRIMITIVE 


“BONNET TICKERS.” 
TO 


of the company. The value of these “tickers” 
will be appreciated at once by all the lords of 
creation, whether they happen to be single or 
married, The single man on a limited income 
will be enabled to ascertain just when it is the 
safest time for him to get married. If bonnets 
are quoted. say at $75 each, buyer thirty days, 
then he will wait for a decline. and, when the 
market is off, capture his bride, lay in a big 
block of bonnets, and thus take advantage of 
the bear movement. 

The “ticker” will enable the married man 
to always talk bonnet intelligently to his wife. 
and, by converting her over to the bear side, 
he will avoid the ruin which every man knows 
is sure to follow reckless speculation in the 
bonnet market on the bull side. 

There is scarcely any limit to the usefulness 
of a “bonnet ticker.” Puts and calls in bon- 
nets can be arranged, and the husband, instead 


elors willing to become subscribers to the stock | of purchasing outright, can simply put up a 














PUT FASHION ON A SPECULATIVE 





WOMAN. 


He had n’t for bonnets to pay, 
Which accounts for his efforts to please; 
Nor’ did he growl round every day, 
O’er his trousers that bagged at the knees. 
Unheard of were fashion’s decrees; 
Her dolmans she knew how to weave 
From grape-leaves with greatest of ease — 
What a life led our relative, Eve! 


BASIS. 


margin, and thus enable his wife to control un- 
limited bonnets at a comparatively small outlay. 

This margin system will prove of especial 
advantage to young married men, unless they 
are unfortunate enough to get on the wrong 
side of the market, which would, of course, 
mean instant ruin, 

The “ ticker” scheme has met with universal 
approval from the ladies. The wife of the 
future, instead of asking her husband to invest 
in a single spring-bonnet, will simply have him 
put up a margin with her bonnet broker, and 
then give an order for a hundred or two hun- 
dred bonnets when the market is a good pur- 
chase. 

When this new system becomes thoroughly 
understood, there is little doubt of the specula- 
tion in bonnets becoming fully as general as 
that in stocks, grain and oil. 


C. V. ‘TRIXEIRA, 
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TO 


CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 





The Story of a Dental Tragedy Told by a Wardrobe. 


“He was certainly very much out of sorts. 
I am sure of that. I never knew of his acting 
that way before.” 

That is what the hat said. 

‘“‘He was wild, absolutely insane. He was 
raving mad. He was crazy to the last degree. 
He was a howling maniac. He was a rampant 
lunatic.” 

‘That is what the cane said. 


ticed that he was not in form. 
me about considerably, and dropped me twice, 
and it seemed to irritate him to have to hunt 
forme. At least, I judged so from the language 
he used. He said something about his being 
glad he was a Christian. It gave him such re- 
lief to use Scriptural language. He ate no 
breakfast, and hurried down-town as fast as he 
could,”” 

‘That is what the collar-button said. 

“ He had great difficulty in buttoning me to- 
gether. He said I choked him so hard that 
it hurt him to swear. When he got to the of- 
fice, he hurried through his work and left at 
eleven o’clock.” 

‘That is what the collar said. 

“He drank a small glass-full of medicine 
three times out of a black bottle in a queer 
little drug-store, and a young man who wore a 
white apron and waited on him said he ‘ thought 
that would fetch it.’ ” 

That is what the right cuff-button said. 

“He climbed a strange pair of stairs, and 
went into a dingy parlor with some dirty lace 
behind the glass in the door, a ragged carpet 

- on the floor and several chairs sitting around, 
with their weak backs braced against the wall. 
Off of this parlor there were two small rooms, 
each furnished with a red plush chair, which 
could be raised up and lowered and moved in 
any sort of position at will. In the windows 
in front of these strange chairs there were little 
views of Niagara Falls and the Bay of Naples. 
As he entered the parlor, a tall man walked up 
to him and asked him how he felt. He replied 
with a groan. 

“¢ Ah,” said the tall man, pleasantly: ‘ tooth- 
ache ?” 

“ He groaned again. 

“<'Take a seat in this chair, and [’ll look at 
it. Does this hurt?? he asked, as he began 
hammering upon each tooth in turn, as if it 
had been a silver bell and he a Swiss bell- 
ringer. 

“He might have said something, and he 
might not. His mouth was so full of a linen 
towel that his reply was smothered. 

«This is the tooth, is it?’ asked the dentist, 
merrily, as if the discovery were a charming 
surprise. 

“ He mumbled something behind his gag. 

“Ah, yes,’ continued the dentist, with an 
agreeable smile: ‘lhe vent is stopped up. I 
must open it,’ he added, as he reached into a 
tray of instruments and chose one which looked 
like a scythe-blade trimmed down and sharp- 
ened up a little. ‘The dentist shoved this into 
the tooth and bore on hard. 

“ His face showed evidence of anguish, and 
he groaned as loudly as the nature of his gag 
would let him. 

**Ah! Hurt, does it?’ inquired the dentist, 
with charming pleasantry: “I nave got a new 
story | want to tell you. [ just heard it yes- 
terday.’ 

*Sull boring and still bearing on hard, the 
dentist began: ‘A man had a parrot and a 
monkey that he left at home one day. Hurt, 
does it? Ah! That is too bad. Well, as I 
was saying, this man had a monkey and a par- 
rot that he left at home one day. Pain you, 


ZV 








“When he put me on in the morning | no- | 
He fumbled | 


rote. 











does it? Iam sorry, but this is a very funny 
story, and I am sure you will be amused by it. 
He left the monkey and the parrot home one 
day. ‘There, ¢hat is through one root. This 
tooth has two roots, however, and I must open 
up the other.’ 

“I thought of suggesting to him that it might 
be easier to get into the other root by boring 
a hole in the back of his head. But before I 
had ventured to do so the other root was 
opened. 

“*T should like to have told you the rest of 
that story,’ said the dentist, regretfully: ‘but 
I will finish it next time you come.’ ” 

‘I noticed he looked relieved, but 1 didn’t 
know whether it was because he had escaped 
the story or because it was all over. He didn’t 
appear to be in a mood to appreciate stories.” 

That is what the left cuff-button said. 

‘He went into a strange-looking drug-store, 
and drank five glasses of medicine out of a 
black bottle, and said something about wishing 
he could be elected sheriff, so that he might 
hang a dentist.” 

That is what the neck-scarf said. 

“He spent the evening in company with 
some friends, who noticed that he didn’t appear 
to feel very well. He admitted that he didn’t. 
He went further. He said that he wished there 
was another war. He hinted that he intended 
to become a dynamiter and die with a loud re- 
port. He said he wished he was a baby again. 
He said he would be willing to drink milk 
through a rubber tube, go to bed at sundown, 
take paregoric, lie around on his back and play 
with his toes from now until the crack of dooms- 
day, if he could only be without a tooth in his 
head once more. He would even be willing to 
be an old man with both feet in the grave, and 
have to pad the end of his nose to keep it from 





wearing a hole in his chin, if he could only , 


know the luxury of being toothless. 

“Some one asked him if he didn’t intend to 
make a Christmas present. (This was the day 
before Christmas.) He said he did not, He 
thought Christmas was a relic of the barbarous 
ages, and, for his part, he was not superstitious. 
His friends looked surprised, but said nothing 
about it in my presence.” 

That is what the scarf-pin said. 

“The next morning a friend suggested that 
he ought to have his tooth pulled, and volun- 
teered to give him the address of a man who 
did it without pain. 





ges ON THE RIGHT TRACK. 
GranpMA. -‘‘ Children, what on earth ar you doing with all those newspapers ?”” 
Guegrut CHorus.—“ We are cutting out those pretty pictures in the Sapolio advertisements.” 
lio? It is a solid, handsome cake of scouring soap, which has no equal for all scouring purposes except the laundry. To 
What w'll Sapolio do? Why, it wi!l clean paint, make oil clo‘hs bright, and give the floors, tables oa shelves * a a Pciag 
pearance. It will take the grease off the dishes, and off the pots and pans. Y 


,, What is 
uS@ it is to value it. 


shine ne 
e 


all we say. a clever little housekeeper and try it. 





Whereupon he left the | 





office, wearing his overcoat and a look of stern 
resolution.” 

That is what the top button on his vest said. 

‘“‘He sat down in a cushioned chair, swal- 
lowed one end of the rubber funnel, breathed 
hard, and looked frightened. One minute later 
he had the tooth in his fingers and a deep hole 
in his jaw. He was so much surprised that the 
dentist had to mention the fact before he paid 
the charge.” 

‘That is what the watch-guard said. 

“ ‘he next morning he awoke from his slum- 
bers with a start, and instinctively both hands 
simultaneously sought his jaw. ‘Then a sweet 
smile broke over his face.” 

That is what the cover-lid said. 

“If it were not that Christmas came last 
week, that I dislike the climate of Canada, and 
have always had conscientious scruples against 
capital punishment, 1 would go out into the 
streets this glad and beautiful morning, kill four 
or five millionaires, rob them, and buy this 
dentist all of Fifth Avenue for a Christmas 
present.” 


‘That is what the man said. B. N. 





A work of convenient art, worthy of a place in office, library or 
parlor, is the Columbia Bicycle C lendar, just issued by the Pope 
Manufacturing Co., of Boston. Each day of the year is given 
upon a separate slip, with a cyc'ing quotation, newsy, of informa- 
tion, or otherwise interesting; in fact, it is, in miniature, a virtual 
encyclopedia upon this un:versally utilized ‘‘ steed of steel.” 
The calendar proper is mounted on heavy board, upon which is 
exquisitely executed, in water-color effect, by G. H. Buek, of 
New York, a charming combination of cycling scenes. 

THE PILLOW-INHALER 
cures Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma and Incipient Con- 
sumption by the fumes of powerful, safe and pleasant 
medicines that are inhaled all night during natural sleep. 
No stomach dosing, douching or snuffing. Call or send 
for pamphlet and testimonials. THE PILLOW-INHALER 
Co., 25 East 14th Street, New York, N. Y. 








CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired f om practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung 
Affections, also a po-itive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 
it known to his suffering f liows. Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this reci ¢, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and ys Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, —; this paper, W. A. Noyes, 149 Power's 








Block, Rochester, N. 271 
PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1886, 
Now Ready. Price 25 Cents. 
444 


‘ou can scour the knives and forks with it, and make the tin thines 


The wash-basin, the bath tub, even the greasy kitchen sink, will be as clean as a new pin if yon use Sapolio. One cake will prove 
Beware of imitations. . 


There is but one Sapolio. Enoch Morgan’s Sons Co., N 
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FRED: BROWN’S 
GINGER -- 


Wit Revieve 


LATULENCE FROM 


(\ver 
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LO THE PUBLIC. 


OUR STOCK OF 
DOMESTIC & IMPORTED WOOLENS 
HAS NEVER PEEN SURPASSED. 
The Latest Designs. Newest Colorings. 
Business Suits to “aw from $20.00 


Trousers “ 5.00 

Dress Suits & ‘6 30.00 

| Fall Overcoats 6s ss 18.00 
e 


—_ 
We Souler 
Nos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery 
and 
No. 771 BROADWAY, 
Opposite Stewart's, New York. 


Samples and rules Jor sel/-measurement seut on application, 


ER hard-hearted man sometimes sheds ang | 
but it’s like a rain in mighty cold weder; 
ain’t nachul. 

I woul’ ruther hab er good stomach an’ hafter 
go hungry all my life den ter hab er bad | 
ach wid er full smoke-house. 

Jes’ erbout de time er man stops an’ says: 
“T has foun’ out dat I’se a fool,” udder ols 
says dat he’s smart, an’ when he thought dat | 
he wuz smart, udder folks knowed he was er fool. 

Some folks hates er lie so bad dat dey tells a 
little mo’ den de truth, an’ dat is de wust sorter 
lyin’, fur de good deal o’ truth dat’s in whut dey | 
says makes us bet on de part what is er lie. 

I doan kere how sweet er man ken sing, I | 
doan kere how fine he ken pray; I doan kere | 
how hones’ he is, I doan kere how truthful he 
is; still, ef his soul ain’ ter be stirred by er little 
chile, he is somewhar, down in his heart, er bad 
man.—Arkansaw Traveler. 

Bupp Dos e is visiting St. Paul. St. Paul ! 
society loves to speak the name of Budd Doble | 
when it has a cold in its head.—M. O. Picayune. | 

A POLICEMAN is a man who can never find a 
fight or tell a gambling-den from a mission 
church.— Philadelphia Times. 








The popt wular verdi: t is penerally the right one: “and concern ng 
Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup, the people have long since decided that 
it is the be t cough remedy ever introduced. 


No New Year’ s Table should be without a bottle of An- 
gostura Bitters, tue word renowned appetiz r of exquisite 
tlavor.—Ask for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. 
B. Siegert & Sons. 








STEINWAY 


The Standard Pianos of the Ward! 


DOUBLE TRIUMPH AT LONDON, 1885. 


Grand Gold Medal of International Inven- 
tions Exhibition, also Grand Gold Medal by the | 





| Society of Arts for ‘‘ Best Pianos and several | 


: Ineritorious and useful Inventions.’’ 299 
The Largest Establishment in Existence. 





‘Warerooms: ._ Steinway away Hall, New York. 








SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS 





oe SHIRTS 











| ‘EDEN MUSER— 55 West 23rd Street. 

Open from 11 to 11. Sundays from 

lto11.—Wonderful Tableanx and Gro: ps in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 

—Tr'p round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in the Winter 

Garden every y aiternoo mand evening. A.lmission to all, £0 cents, Chil- 
dren, 25 cent 


selli the 

| $6 to $8 a Day sity 

Tidy Holder. Best selling article in 

America. Every family buys them 

Sample and Agents Price List by mail, l6cts. in 2-cent 
Stamps. W. Hassetsacn, Lock Box F.51, Sandusky, 0. 34 








a aery oN 


ia CHEAPEST A AND BEST : 


Holo ENGRAVING 6. 


, ©7 PARK PLACE,NEW YORK 


{ 

oh, ia i ee OEM sh } 

ENGRAVING FOR ALL ILLUSTRATIVE AND 
. - ADVERTISING PURPOSES 








A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


306 Broadway, Cor. Duane Street, New York. 





Importers and Manufacturers of 
TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. 
JUST OUT: 
PUCK’ S ANNUAL FOR 


Price Twenty-five Cents. 








1886, 





THE CELEBRATED 


ErlrAwos 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


_CHIcaco. HLL: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 





- Superior to any other published.” —PAi/a. Fr. Call. 
HONETIS SHORTHAND $2.50. BP hall. $s 
> Ur _ 
Pubs Rochester, N.¥.F OR SELF- INSTRUCTION, 


Circulars, "Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 








PRENTICE & SON 
Mf'g Opticians, 
178B’way,N.Y, 
pelerennepes, Telescopes, Catalogue Free. 


ra Glasses, Spectacles 
weer Lanterns, etc., also 
Barometers, Thermome- 


ters, Compasses, Batteries 


Drawing, Dairy and other Scientijic instruments, 


SANDIFER, 


(Formerly Under Fifth Avenue Hotel), 
Fifth Ave. Diamond Jeweler 
and Bric a Brac, 


Twenty-Seventh Street and Broadway. 
oP PEN | IN THE EVENING UNTIL CHRISTMAS. 321 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


GOLD MEDAL, a 1878, 
BAKER 


aan, Brbaktast Paci 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
| and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent @ 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
) admirably adapted for invalids as 
# well as for persons in health. 

Sold by Grocers jrocers everywhere. 


MW. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, = 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER Gonfeotioner, 
78 Madison &t.. Chic cago. 





















ROLLER ano 
Ye bes 


ON RECEIPT OF 2 CENTS 





greenies” 
( yy. Seesasrae.n. MASS. \ 
Og e CATALOCUEMAIiED 
DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. sth and 7th Aves., N. Y. 


yEAFNESS its CAUSES and CURE, by one who 
ee oe eight years. Trented by most of 


the noted spec falists of the day with no benefit. 


CURED HIMSELF in three months, and since then hundreds of others 
by same process. A plain, simple and AG cessful home treatment. 
ddress s. 
326 128 East 26th St., New York City. 










or S EXHIBIT! NS 
A pro ‘fitable ie 14 u ra SEXHIBT 101 By te. Also, 


Lanterns for Home Amusement. 136 page > Cnikhegen Sree. 
MCALLISTER, Mfg. Optician,49 Nassau St., N. Y. 
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73 S. 37 | ** WiLLIAM, my son,” said the old man, as he 
a) 
‘ y is TENN 


walked with him toward the dépét: “ you have 
HUMORS, 








been appointed an Indian agent. Promise me 

: : in the most solemn manner that you will never 
Skin Blemishes 
<—— ANo C—: 






BIRTH MARKS 
s(, _-are-cured-by- 


Cuticura 


= CLEANSING TIIE SKIN and Scalp of Infantile and 
Birth Humors, for allaying Itching, Burning and Inflammat’‘on, 
for curing the first symptoms of Eczema, Psoriasis, Milk Crust, 
Scall Head, Scrofula, and other inherited skin and blood diseases. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, and CuricunxA Soap, an ex- 
quisite Skin Beautifier, externally, and CurtrcurA ResoLvent, 
the new Blood Purifier, internally, are infallible. 

Cuticura Remepirs are absolutely pure and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers free from poisonous ingre- 


dients. 
Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, soc.; Soap, 25c ; Resotv- 


take one penny belonging to the government.” 
“1 promise, father.” 





Two years later, when he came home and 
bought a couple of farms, and began the erec- 
tion of a thirty-thousand-dollar house, he re- 
marked: | 

“TI have kept my promise, father; I made all 
this wealth by cheating the Indians.”— Wad/ 
Street News. 

A YOUNG man in New Jersey, while at work 
on a straw-stack, bet that he could jump off 
and turn a triple somersault in reaching the 
ground. He won, but his parents deeply re- 
gretted that he didn’t make the bet large 





BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhcea, Fever and Ague. and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


ENT, $1. Prepared by the Porrer DruG An» Cuemicat Co., 
Boston, Mass. 


- enough to cover his funeral expenses.— Drake’ s 
agar Send for ** How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


Magazine. 
WE may not like hotel-keepers, but we have 
to put up with them.—-Detrott Free Press. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 


PERLE D'OR | 
CELA MPAGSIN SS 
Dry and Extra Dry. 


178 Duane St., N. Y. 


JULIUS ENGEL, 


| 








ily cured by Curicura ANTI-Pain Praster. Warranted, 
25 cents. 


+ @ Lo nyad yp od tepand TAN, 
skin soft a ir, adds 
tezion. Mp na 


& Bacx Acug, Uterine Pains, Soreness and Weakness speed- 





oF Horsford’s Acid Phosphate 
HAM PLIN’S In Seasickness. 
S. S. PARKER, Wellington, O., says: ‘* While crossing 
Lake Erie, 1 gave it to some passengers who were sea- 


sick, and it gave immediate relief.” 

















THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER CO., 


use it. ONLY 50 
with other articles fon the 


| §$COTT’S 
EMULSION 


BERNHARD HELLER, 













LEA A. | 








Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 
BAR, SALOON and OFFICE FIXTURE?, | 
BEER COOLERS, etc., etc. 
| NEW AND ARTISTIC DESIGNS. 
READY FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY. | 
OFFICE AND FACTORY: 
FOOT OF 8th STREET, EAST RIVER. 


OF PURE COD LIVER O1L 
And Hynophosphites ot Lime & Soda —— 


Almost as Palatableas Milk. casita - 


The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 
by delicate stomachs, 


AND AS A REMEDY FOR CONSUMPTION. 
SCROFULOUS AFFECTION ANAEMIA GEN- 
ERAL DEBILITY. COUGHS AND THROAT AF- 
FECTIONS, and all WASTING DISORDERS OF 
CHILDREN it is marvellous in its resalts. 


scribed and endorsed by the best Physicians .,- 
| in the countries of the world. siti 


FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. | 


| 
| THE MOST 
| 
| 


BESta oo 
ay By 


ENGEL, HELLER & CO., | 
Tokay & Buda-Pesth, 89 & 41 Ist Avenue, | 

HUNGARY. 

Importers of 


FINE HUNGARIAN, RHINE AND 








NEW YORK. 





YUST OUT: 
PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1886. 


3°7 


AUSTRIAN WINES. 


TOKAY “ASZU IMPERIAL” A SPECIALTY. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNHE, J™., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New Yorks 














Price Twenty-five Cents. 
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PILE Instant relief. Final cure in 10 days, and 
i | . ; e never returns. No purge, no salve, no sup- 
7 cade, : pository, Sufferers will learn of a simple remedy Free, by ad- 
| | dressing C.J. MASON, 78 Nassau i treet, New York. 440 
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‘THE tramp has his social peculiarities as 
strongly developed as a society person in a 
horse-car has. He will take the room of a 
whole settee in a public park if some one comes 
along who does not belong to his set.—-Beston 
Post. 

‘THe New York 7Z7ibune says, editorially: 
“We are threatened with artificial eggs.” ‘This 
is the first intimation we have received that 
Whitelaw Reid intends to take up acting as a 
profession.—. Y. Graphic, 

DEVoE, the New Jersey weather prophet, says 
January will be an “extremely cold month,” 
This will be particularly the case with those 
men who expect a raise of salary with the new 
year.—lV. Y. Graphic. 

FARMERS are pouring into Western Texas so 
fast that ranchmen have just time enough to 
move their cattle out, and prevent their tails 
being chopped off by the advancing hoe.— New 
Orleans Stat s. 

A DRUMMER who has been in South Florida 
for the past week says that the beef in that 
section is so tough as to render it almost impos- 
sible to even stick a fork in the gravy.—Savan- 
nah News. 

CONGRESSMAN Hatcu, of Missouri, wants to 
he relieved from serving on the agricultural 
committee, It strikes us that Hatch would be 
a good man to sit on that committee.— Boston 
Post. 

Ir is curious how much faster a street-car 
goes when you are running for it than it does 
when you are riding on it. —Drake’s Traveler's 
Magazine. 

THe saddest part about this life is that the 
fool-killer works slowly and the earthquakes 
swallow up the wrong class of men.— Piilade/- 
phia Times. 

SENATOR MCPHERSON has a scheme for mak- 
ing Alaska our penal colony. But what is the 
matter with Canada ?—Adlbany Times. 


A MAN is willing to bear pain if it is coupled 
with life. If a man is to die by inches, he 
wants to be tall.—_. O. Picayune. 


HeaveEN helps those who do not help them- 
selves. It rains andl washes the streets of New 


Orleans.—M. O. Picayune. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Reme ‘y, 
Oval box, 34; round, 14 P.lls. At all dr ggists’. 393 





DVERTISERS can learn the cost of any proposed line of 
Advertising at Geo. P. Rowell & Co.’s Newspaper Advertising 
Bureau, ro Spruce St., N. ¥. Send roc. for a roo-page pamphlet 











The August number of Paul Lindau’. ‘ Nord und Siid”’ con- 
tains an interesting article by the well-Known traveler and au- 
thor, W. Eros, of Breslau, in which he gives some valuable and 
practical hints about the art of preparing punches (punch-t owle). 
The Angostura Bitters is incidentally: spoken of, and its excel- 
lence highly praised. The following is an extract: 

**What is meant by Angostura is quite unnecessary to explain. 
A German physician named Siegert, for a number of years Sur- 
geon-General of the army of Venezuela, prepares an aromatic 
bitters in Port of Spain, which has proved itseif a most beneficial 
reinedy for the many ills flesh is heir to. In America Angostura 
Bitters is considered an indispensable addition to the many cus- 
tomary mixed drinks, especially cocktails. My friend Dr. Braun, 
although, like mysclf, belonging to a different faculty from Dr. 
Siegert’s, has effected the great*st stomach cures with Ango-tura 
Bitters (bottle) during his travels through the E.st. I was also 
in a pos ti-n. while at sea, to strengthen the ebbing spirits of a 
well-Known member of the expedition sent out to obs rve the 
transit of Venus in Shanghai, by repeatedly administering sm.!] 
doses of Angostura Bitters. By means of thi precious, though 
rather b tter tonic, one can prepare an excellent private bowl, as 
follows: Half a bottle Mosel wine, half a bottle Sec, one glass 
Angostura Bitters. All this is poured over ice and sweetened to 
taste. After taking this drink a semi-nervous man can : ear or 
read all about the startling reports of the raging cholera in all 
climates with perfect tranquility.” 


BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 





Send 6c. for postage for free costly box o° goods which 
will help all to more money than anyth ne else in this 


h PRIZE world Fortunes await the workers absolutel: sure 
8 Terms mailed tree. TRUK & Co., Augus a, Mtine. 
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FUST OUT: 


Puck’s Annua 


FOR 1886. 
- Price Twenty-five Cents. 





Mailed to any address on receipt of price. 


You Dirty Boy! 


WITH 5 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 


5 Per Cent Imperial Austrian 100-1. Government Bond, 


ISSUE OF 1860, 

These bonds are shares in an Austrian Government loan, and are guaran 
wed by the Imperial Government and redeemed in drawings TWICK AN 
\UALLY, until each bond is redeemed with at least 20 per cent ove: 
its face value. A part of the interest on the whole loan Js distributed in 
premiums ranging from 120 Gerins to 60,000 florins among the 
holders of bonds redeemed in each drawing. The bonds also bear inter- 
est at the rate of 5 per cent per annum, payable semi-annually 
Every bond is entitled to TWO DRAWIN ANNUALLY, wnti! 
each and every bond is redeemed, with a larger or smaller premium Every 
boud MUST draw one of the following premiams, as there are NO BLANKS 












Premiutns Florins, Florins. 
3 a 60,000 _ 120 one 
2 a 10 000 a 20% 
3 a 5 00 _ 10.008 
4 A 2.000 — #000 
“ a 1,900 _ er) 
60 a 200 -_ 





4.500 aw m9 me STH 
Together 1,900 PREMIUMS, amennting to 776,000 FLORINS, The next 
red+mption takes place on the First of February. anid every bond 
bought of us on or before the Ist of FEBRUARY is entitled to the whole 
premium that may be drawn thereon on that date. Out-of-own orders 
sentin REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclosing $5, will secure one «ot ese 
bonds for the next drawing Balances payable in monthly lustalments. 
For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CoO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1274. 

@@ The above Governme t Bonds are not to be compared with ang Lot- 
tery whatsoever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, and do uot con- 
Biet with any of the laws of the United States. 

N. B —In writing, please state that you saw this In the English Puck. 


TAPE WORM. 
INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp t. 

1. EL. KRHORN. No 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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H} DAVID M°CLURE » 

TH Ex-Sen ta 
FRANK HIGGINS. fF 
Jou MULLADY. 
D.¢ MAGUIRE. 
P.E.0ONLIN. 
).D.O SULLIVAN 
PAT RUCK GLEASO 

¥ MILES OBRIEN. 
JOHN H. SPELLMAN. 
J.P. FARREAL. 


OFFICE OF "PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 


ANOTHER “OCCUPATION GONE.” 
Ireland’s Real Friend Successful 


MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMABN. LITH. 21- 25 WARREN. ST NY 





and Her Noisiest Friend Busted Up in Business, 


